The Show Must Go On 


Author: Oysters_56 


Bands: Pink Floyd 


Characters: David Gilmour, Roger Waters 
Relationships: N/A 

Rating: Non-Adult 

Genre: [Slash] 


Updated: Tue Nov 22 2022 1210:38 GMT-0500 (Eastern Standard Time) 


David (Us And Them) 


Author's Notes: 

(Set in 1985, with these two bitter middle-aged bastards and their angst. Everybody always writes Roger as 
the one with the massive ego, so | figured | might try David's ego fueling his actions and words as well, just a 
little more subdued than Roger's. They're not married and they don't have any kids in this fic for plot 


convenience) 


So... | know that the one thing | have published on here is basically a horror thing starring Megadeth, so this 
seems a litle weird for me to be writing at the same as that fic's sequel. I'm probably pretty rusty, as | 


haven't written proper romance in a while. Whatever, hope its at least enjoyable despite it's quirks ;-; 


The trilling of the phone awoke him, unfortunately, at this unbearably early time, and he immediately wanted to 
hit it off the nightstand or scream at whoever was stupid enough to call him at this hour. He had only gotten 
to sleep what felt like two minutes before to his exhausted and protesting body. He rubbed his eyes, flicking 
the lamp on and picking up the phone, groggy and a little hungover from the few glasses of wine he had let slip 
back. His voice was raspy when he spoke finally, 


"Hello?" 


The person on the other end didn't reply for a moment, like they were wondering if they should have called at 
all, especially at-he glanced at the clock- four o'clock in the morning in the middle of January. He waited in 


tense silence, eager to see who was interested in him, or if he'd have to yell at anyone for pranking him. 


'Er.h-hello, Dave," the man on the other end spluttered out finally, and the flash of recognition brought even 


more frustration to his already sleep-starved brain 


"What do you want, Roger? Why the hell are you calling at four in the morning? If this is some kind of sick 
joke, then I-," 


‘Dave, please, just hear me out," Roger suddenly sounded exhausted, his voice cracking with that last word. He 
heard a noise, and he realized that it was a sniffle, which explained the tremble in his voice. He heaved a sigh 
before he continued. ‘Look, if you want nothing to do with me | understand that, but please, just listen before you 
yell at me and hang up." Roger said feebly. 


Dave sighed. Oh dear, not this bleeding miserable cunt’ he couldn't help but think. Was Roger trying to garner 
sympathy? Every single brutal comment about his playing during The Wall sessions and tour, as well as The 
Final Cut rushed back to him in an instant as Roger said this. If he was calling to beg him to return into the 
band, then he would most certainly turn it down. He had heard Roger say so many times in radio interviews 
that ‘Pink Floyd was a spent force’ or something similar. Perhaps he was calling in a drunken haze to yell at 
Dave about royalties and how he ‘was Pink Floyd’. If it involved Roger's ego, the only thing that he would hear 
from David was the dial tone once he'd hung up the phone. But any band business flew out the window once 
Roger finally spoke. It sounded like lines he had written down and was reading out, or perhaps words that he'd 
needed to work up the courage to say audibly. 


"l was in a car crash about two and a half weeks ago; they've just discharged me trom the hospital, and../ve 
fractured my leg, fractured my nib, broken my arm, and Ive got a lingering concussion And nobody else is 
answering their phone at this hour. Dave-and | cannot believe | am saying this-can you help me home?" 


David suddenly felt very guilty for thinking Roger was calling for selfish band mattrrd. It was in the middle of 
January, and they couldn't provide a way for Roger to get to his home after such a thing? A million conflicting 
thoughts rushed through his mind instantly. This was Roger, the stone-faced, cold-hearted one with the 
stiffest upper lip imaginable, who had so cruelly forced Richard out of the band a few years back with an 
ultimatum that would damage all of them..that same man was on the other end of the phone, asking to be 
given a ride home with a tremble in his voice. ‘Are you joking? David was half-tempted to say, but he withheld 
that remark as he heard Roger sniffle again, and hold the phone away from him as he sneezed. Still, the 
suddenness of the noise almost startled him. %s he calling from outside? h this weather?" 


‘Dave, Ill buy you any guitar or bit of gear you want if you do this for me, | swear. Just..please? Its winter and 
Im very cold." he said rather plaintively. Dave's humanity finally decided to show itself through all of that 


negativity. 


"Roger, there's no need for that. Just tell me what hospital you're at and I'll come to pick you up as quickly as 
| can. Consider it a favor from an old friend," He decided that sounded cordial enough to his own tired tastes, 
and was already putting his socks back on. It was just a small favor; take Roger home and help him with any 
small thing that he perhaps needed. ‘/t doesnt have to be anything more than that. If it gets rocky, | can always 
fell him to hire someone,’ David eased his nerves with the thought. It didn't have to be anything more than a 


favor and being a good Samaritan. 


"Oh, thank you, Dave. Thank you so much," Roger sighed in exasperated relief. "/ thought nobody would pick up..." 


The sight of Roger in a wheelchair was a thing that he wasn't expecting at all. It was something of a blow to 
the image of Roger he'd always had; tall, dark, brooding, and strong. His leg was in a cast, arm in a sling, and 
there were several bruises and cuts on his face. He looked awfully cold, waiting there just down the road from 
the hospital, sitting halfway in the dark against a brick wall. By now it was 4:21, and he got out of the car 
quickly, chills rising on him from the frigid winter temperatures. It was, to David's utter disgust, something of 


a boost to his ego, to see a rival of his own in such condition to come crawling back to him for help. He 


couldn't help it, after the long feud they'd had. 


And it was a blow to Roger's pride, to have to call David and ask him for help in such a vulnerable position 
after having hurled downgrading words at him through the press since he left Pink Floyd 


"Jesus, Rog, why didn't you stay in the lobby or something?" he asked as he walked over to him, taking his 
gloved hands out of his pockets and hissing from the bitter cold. 


"There wasn't enough room. And | needed to call someone, so | wheeled myself to the phone," Roger said. 


"No one else picked up?" he asked, sympathy ebbing into his tone as he observed Roger's state. The man 
stared up at him, and shook his head, his eyes clouding a little with sadness. 


"No. Though it's quite late, | don't expect anyone to be chipper enough to come get me, much less wake up to 
the phone ringing and answer it kindly. l.l didn't know who else to call," Roger seemed a little nervous, but also 
just..sorrowful and cold. Guilt and self-hatred swept through Dave again as he very much wanted to beat his 
own ego to a pulp and tell it to stay down. Everyone had their darkly deranged side, and David's, clearly, 
involved his previous animosity with ‘Old Misery Guts' Roger. 


“Alright, well, let's get you in the car and then I'll bring you home and make you some tea, alright?" David 


offered as warmly as the tea he was imagining he'd be making later. 


"Oh, oh, no that's quite alright, you don't have to, | can take care of it, myself really-" Roger said, his voice 
betraying his attempted neutral expression as he stammered out his words in broken syllables fueled by 


mortification. 


"Roger, really, | insist. Clearly you're going to be hurt for a while," he pointed out. "Just let me do something 


nice. 
"You're pitying me," 


"Since when is trying to be kind ‘pity? Have you considered that | am perhaps waving a figurative white flag as 
| walk up to help you? What's done is done, Roger, and you are the only one holding onto those prejudices and 
past arguments at the current moment. Now would you like me to help you or not?" he finished. Roger looked 
very cold and uncomfortable and a little surprised at his outburst, shifting the blanket over his legs as he 
coughed. 


‘Ah, playing coy are we Rog? You think | don't realize you only called me because you couldn't do it yourself? You 
think that | really want fo be here at this hour helping your sorry arse? that sick part of him half wanted to 
say aloud. Perhaps it was just because he was grumpy. Or perhaps it was what David really thought. Either 
way, he still waited patiently for Roger's answer as his question hung heavily in the tense air, the man in 


question sighing heavily before he finally obliged David's extension of a truce. 
"Fine. Just as long as its not pity," Roger said. 


“There we are, that's some progress. Now, let's get you home," 


David could remember where Roger's house was, the man in the passenger seat dozing a little as he drove. His 
chair was in the trunk, and his shivering had ceased when David had turned the heat up in the car. Something 
played quietly on the radio, but he couldn't tell what it was. He knew he was too exhausted to be driving, but 
he only realized the extent of it when he realized he hadn't even recognized his own guitar solo. Luckily, he 
arrived at Roger's house not much later, and shut the car off. Upon the vehicle coming to a stop, Roger 
awoke rubbing his eyes as he opened the door and swung his legs out, recoiling a little from the chill of the 


air. By now it was about 4:50, and it was clear the sun was going to come up in a few hours. 


There was a kind of unspoken tension between them as he helped Roger out of the car, up the curb, up his 
front steps. Fumbling in his pockets, Roger's keys emerged shining a few moments later and his shaking hands 
unlocked the door and pushed it open. From across the room, one of his cats lifted its head from where it sat 
on the rug. The house was cold, David flicking the lights on as he studied the interior. Roger knew how to 
decorate, he realized, or he had hired someone talented to do it. There were a few paintings hung around that 
he simply couldn't care to study right now, the walls of his lounge painted a muted blue-green, like a toned- 
down hue of Roger's eye color. He hung up his coat, and then Roger's, before assisting him inside and unfolding 


the wheelchair for him to sit in. Roger sat down quite heavily, and David shut and locked the door. 


"So, Rog, what do you want to do? Go to bed? Have tea?" 


"| don't know... | suppose tea would be rice," 
“Alright,” 


‘Of course, my head starts fucking throbbing." he heard Roger mutter in the other room as David walked into 
the kitchen and set the kettle on the burner. 


"You've got a nice place, Rog. I'll admit that,” 


"Yeah. Sorry for the mess, | haven't had anyone over for a while, even before the damned accident," Roger 
apologized. ‘Gee, Rog, | wonder why,’ David thought as he trailed a line in the dust on a table, drawing a small 
smiley face. 


"Oh, no problem, Rog. I'll bring you into the lounge, shall 1?" David wheeled him into the lounge, and Roger 
maneuvered himself onto the sofa as his counterpart managed to coax a flame from the sooty and cold 
depths of the fireplace as the kettle began to screech inside. With an adequate number of blankets, the heat 


from the fireplace, and warm tea. It was then, David was sliding his coat on, ready to leave. 
"lm gonna get going, Rog. Have a good night," he said, smiling a little. And good riddance,’ 


"W-wait, Dave. Can you... it looked like Roger was having a hard time picking the right words to say here. At 
some point, he just gave up before finally blubbering the request. "C-Can you stay here?" 


At first, David couldn't believe his ears. It sounded so strange coming out of Roger, the question sounded too 
innocent, it needed to have some hidden meaning to it, it had to be some kind of joke. He gazed at Roger in the 
low light, the bruises and cuts on his face seemed to stand out, and it all dawned on him in a few moments, 


how fucking /onely it all felt. 


Seeing Roger made him realize how damn lonely the man was, with a house able to accommodate a family, but 
no family to live in it with him. No children to raise, or a wife to kiss goodnight, just a cat and this sad, sad 
house with an even more sad man living in it. Maybe Roger had indeed only called him because he wanted 


something, company. 


"I thought nobody would pick up.." he remembered Roger quavered over the phone earlier, sounding so upset 
about it. He remembered Roger on the edge of tears, fucking begging him earlier as he shivered from the cold. 
Roger, if anything, just needed a friend in his dark time. fs not like he's asking you fo be his wet nurse. He just 


needs some help. And then | can go home,’ Images of his warm bed at home taunted him as he considered it. 


David, mind at war with itself from indecision, found himself taking his coat off. He didn't know why, it was if it 
was instinct, or just pure emotion fueling his movements. Perhaps it was that pity that Roger mentioned 
earlier. Perhaps he could make himself some tea as well. After all, he'd be there until the morning. Roger 


looked beyond relieved that David was staying, but there was no real spoken yes or no. 


tts just one night..right?" 


Nobody Home(Roger) 


Author's Notes: 

This may show up twice, because | accidently hit post on an empty chapter (whoops :) I'll get it fixed though. 
Plus, the last paragraph is weirdly bolded for me (idk if that's a glitch or not, because it happened on It Lurks 
too, but idk and | don't mind. 


Then; two and half weeks before 


Driving in the countryside at night, the arrow on the speedometer never dropping below 10, might have been a 
terrible idea, but Roger was too stressed out to care. Anxiety had worked its way through his limbs, and he 
just needed to work it off, crush it out of him with a car ride an outsider would consider reckless, but Roger 
would consider stress-relief. It was Nick who had first turned him on to the idea of speed being such a help. 
The adrenaline rush overtook his fears and his exhaustion, doubts and worries, but the dark thoughts 
remained. Roger had been driving since nine, and now it was..Christ, was it really twelve thirty? Roger came to 
a stop sign, at the end of the country road, and he stopped, checking the mirror to make sure no one was 
behind him before he sighed, rubbing his eyes. He couldn't get the face out of his head, the one he'd 
accidentally stumbled across on the television earlier, and it was driving him utterly mad as the question rose 


and kept repeating like a broken record; 
‘Why am | thinking about David Gilmour?" 


Why, why indeed? Was his face burned into Roger's head like images burned into a television screen? Why now, 
after he'd done all of this, after he'd finally started moving on from Pink Floyd, after he'd left the band, began 
to consider it a ‘spent force’. So why did David Gilmour's face never leave his mind? And why did he want to 
stop to further imagine it? In his frustrations, he hit the steering wheel before he rested his forehead against 
it, like a silent apology to the poor Jaguar. Roger, too tired to go further, made a U-turn. He saw the 
headlights in a brief flash, saw the other car drive wildly toward him, but his reaction time was slowed, and he 


would feel the consequences forevermore for that. 


The drunk driver rammed straight into the side of Roger's car, causing the entire door to crumple like tin foil, 
and for the vehicle to be thrown into the air. There wasn't any time to scream, because the next moment the 
car was flipping over, and over, and Roger was being bashed around so violently he couldn't describe the feeling 
as anything other than shock and terror and pain, like being caught in a washing machine. Grass, sky, grass, 
sky, was all he saw through the windshield as it shattered. The car was rolling down a hill, and when it jerked 


to a stop, Roger was thrown half from his seat and slammed his head on the dashboard. Dazed, he faded in 
and out of consciousness, for an amount of time he'd never know. One time, Roger managed to get ahold of 
himself, rubbing his aching head as he studied his predicament. The car was upside down, so he unbuckled the 
seatbelt with hands shaking from adrenaline, falling onto the roof with a dull thump that made agony stab 
through his skull like a railroad spike being driven through the back of it, weakly crawling toward the window. 
Something in the car began smoking, and the smell of burning filled the small space. Roger hit the glass with 
one of his hands, but it didn't break. 


He coughed as the smoke began pouring in, holding his breath as he punched the window. Roger, crushed 
between his seat and the roof, managed to contort his body wildly enough to flip over and kick the window 
open. His lungs burned and his head spun as he gasped for breath, unable to get clean air. Turning back over, 
he crawled out of the broken driver's side window, shards of glass cutting his hands and knees up as he 
dragged himself from the wreck, the car catching fire not too soon after. Roger was sprawled across the 
frosty grass for some time, the chill of the cold wind cutting through his clothes ill-fitting for this type of 
weather, freezing him to the bone as he lay in too much pain to move. His heart pounded in his chest, sending 


new waves of pain through his wounds with every beat. 


Something was very wrong with his leg, and he registered his head was bleeding when he could feel the 
warmth of his own blood run in trickles down his face. A cry of agony bubbled out of his parched throat, and 
he writhed in pain. The drunk driver had driven off, and left the injured Roger alone, where despite his best 
efforts, he cried from the pain in his head. He stared up at the hill, blood dripping into his eyes and stinging as 
he grasped a handful of grass with one hand, and dragged himself, kicking with the good leg to try to force 
himself up the hill It was too steep. He lay in the grass, defeated, the light of his burning car making him 
realize how blurry his vision was, swirling like a kaleidoscope as he coughed, and tasted iron At some point he 
heard the sirens, the sound piercing enough to make his headache worsen, before someone was shouting, and it 


all went dark for Roger. 


Now 


When Roger finally roused himself from slumber, he found the time to be eight o'clock in the morning. The 
sunshine he was so hoping for was blocked out by the presence of gloomy grey clouds, and the temperature 
had barely risen from last night. The fireplace still crackled with heat, and he was quite warm from the layers 
he had forgotten to take off. He could hear Dave in the kitchen, cooking something that smelled delicious, and 
remembered last night fully. Dave, the car ride, asking him to stay. Roger inwardly cringed as he could recall 


his pleas. The car crash itself had been a massive blow to him, both physically and emotionally. 


Needing help to do simple tasks from nurses who put on a smile that he could never properly read was 
already bad. It was humiliating to him, needing to be wheeled around everywhere, therefore losing the natural 
advantage of his height But losing mobility of his arm being a bass player..that was what had haunted him in 
the duration of his two weeks in hospital, along with the notion that his car was wrecked. He could recall the 


doctor's specific expression, this little overweight balding man with nearly red skin telling him that his career 


was over. Even with the surgery on his arm to piece the fragments of bone back together, it was still a low 
chance of him playing again. That had been the worst thing of all, not even having the ability to play music to 
make him feel better. 


"Good morning, Rog. What would you like on your toast?" David asked, drying his hands on a dish towel as he 
stepped into the lounge. . 


"Oh, er-Marmalade would be nice. There's some in the cupboard above the toaster," 


When David returned bearing the gift of breakfast, Roger quietly celebrated as he ate. David settled in the 
armchair by the fire with a tired sigh, rubbing his eyes. 


He ate his toast, a little humiliated at his own condition once more as he had to eat one-handed, toast crumbs 
soon covering the front of his sweater. Simply calling David had been a feat on its own, working up the courage 
to swallow his pride and ask for help from a man he'd been in a game of active mudslinging with since ‘The Final 
Cut sessions. But the fact that he'd answered, being kind enough to extend a helping hand, had genuinely 
surprised him (or, perhaps he'd thought too little of David before to even consider the man doing something 
like it). And it also scared the shit out of him. 


Considering he'd been thinking about Dave when the crash had happened, worrying and wondering about his ex- 
bandmate, considering something that a decade before, he would have thought horribly impossible, but in the 


darkest pit of loneliness, he now considered. A sentence that he couldn't even bear to think, much less ever 


say. 
"Thank you for the toast, Dave. You didn't have to-," 


"Yes, | did. | stayed the night here, | might as well make myself useful,” David said, the reflection of the fire in 
his brilliant blue eyes as he gazed into the orange flames licking the air. Roger couldn't speak for a moment, he 
wasn't sure why, but he just couldn't interrupt the aura of serenity and peace David carried around him. He'd 
aged since Roger had last seen him, gained weight, the lines on his face more prominent. He'd cut his hair back 
He appeared, in all honesty, like a completely different and new person, yet he knew it was still the David 
Gilmour he'd known all those years ago in 1968, after they stopped picking Syd up. They'd been young, then 
Young and stupid and high, the pain of life kept off by the edge the weed and other nastier things. This was 
the same David Gilmour, who, not five years before, he'd shared a microphone and a stage with at shows, the 
both of them now coming to such a point where they couldn't even converse without the fear of inevitable 


confrontation looming over their chatter like a dark cloud. 


Yet, even past this, just the feeling of David being there was comforting to him. He hadn't had company in so 


long, and even if it was under rather unfortunate circumstances he didn't feel so isolated anymore. 


"So..Rog, | think that I'll be getting on my way now. I'm rather tired, and I'd like to get some rest so | can 


function. I'll look out in the papers to see if there's any at-home nurses for hire, or something, but | can't 


stay any longer, as I've got business to attend to. Cheers," David finally grabbed his coat to leave, already at 
the door in a few strides. 


"Dave?" Roger called, his heart seizing up in his chest as he watched David go. David turned around, that same 
striking blue gaze now fixed upon him. Roger finally blurted out the words he'd been struggling with all morning. 
"Thanks for everything.” 


It made David smile, but not like the smiles he'd flashed earlier, the ones hiding impatience and exhaustion as 
he probably wished Roger would just ask him to go home. This smile was genuine, and it warmed him inside a 


little. 


"You're very welcome. See you around," Roger watched David leave, pained and feeling cold. The fire was going 
out, and he was alone again. He wanted to beg David, on his hands and knees ‘Don't leave me; but he knew he 


couldn't. Because David was gone, and the fire had gone out. 


He couldn't help but feel saddened, curling up there on the couch as the living room slowly got cold, but Roger 
was too tired to shut the flue. The cat came in, snuggling up against his chest, a warm, purring ball close to 
him. In the hospital, almost all he did was think, and feel sorry for himself, and replay the blurry bits of the 
crash he remembered in his mind, until he didn't remember what he'd imagined and what had actually 
happened. He'd turn on the television for the background noise, sleeping off the high of the morphine and 
wondering where it had all gone to shit. He'd wonder why no one had come to see him in the hospital, why he 
hadn't remarried after his first divorce, why he hadn't even begun to seek out any woman or tried to make 
new friends, why he hadn't called anyone in weeks, even before, why he'd even gone for a drive, and why that 
man had decided to get in his car drunk and leave Roger in a car crash. Before it, he would have never stopped 
to think about his decisions in such detail, and when he did, he'd convinced himself he was right. Now, it was all 


he could do. 


It had all been, in his mind, for the sake of the band, and the music, and his damned career. The money. And 


now, he was paying the price for it. 


At some point, Roger dd maneuver himself back into the chair, and he shut the flue and locked the door. He 
couldn't currently get himself up the stairs (which his cat so graciously reminded him of by running up and 
down them several times), so there wasn't really any way to get to his instruments, or even use them, due to 
his arm. So Roger wheeled himself to his bedroom, and reached under the bed, hand closing on the dusty 
shoebox he kept under it and pulling it onto his lap. He blew the dust off of it, sneezing and wincing from the 
stabbing pain of his bruised ribs right after. Popping it open, he peered at the photographs, picking them out 
and wiping the dust off of them. Many of them were polaroids of him with old college friends whose names 


he'd long since forgotten Others were band pictures he'd cut out from newspapers and saved, many of them 


still with pieces of tape of them, from when he'd proudly hung them on the refrigerator after they were 
taken. 


He sighed, holding them in a shaking hand, brushing the paper forever, immortalizing his younger appearance in 
ink, when he was young and silly enough-no-confident enough to wear a polka-dotted scarf and floral shirt in 
public. Syd was smiling in this picture, his arm draped around Roger's shoulders, and the pangs of sadness 
barreled through him all over again. Roger looked through them all, pictures of the early band, and then when 
David had joined, when they had spent time in all sorts of places and smiled not just for the sake of being 
friendly. Roger so dearly, dearly missed it all, and he would give all the money he had just to get that 
connection back, get a start-over. His eyes had begun to water as he gazed at the pictures, the tears silently 


trickling down his cheeks. 


No one picked up the phone,’ he thought, a lump forming in his throat. He gazed at a picture of him and David 
together, sitting in front of a mixing table, at work beside each other. Roger pondered, wondering where it had 
all gone wrong, and if he had missed the starting gun to begin gathering up the scattered pieces of what was 
once called Pink Floyd. 


